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And it was necessary it should be so:

Wise Nature did foresee it, and did know,

When she had fram'd the eldest, that each heart

Must at the first sight feel the blind god's dart:

And sure as can be, had she made but one,              15

No plague had been more sure destruction;

For we had lik'd, lov'd, burnt to ashes too,

In half the time that we are choosing now:

Variety and equal objects make

The busy eye still doubtful which to take,                20

This lip, this hand, this foot, this eye^ this face.

The other's body, gesture, or her grace;

And whilst we thus dispute which of the two.

We unresolved go out, and nothing do.

He sure is happiest that has hopes of either;            25

Next him is he that sees them both together.

TO HIS RIVAL

Now we have taught our love to know

That it must creep where Jt cannot go_,

And be for once content to live,

Since here it cannot have to thrive;

It will not be amiss t' enquire                                5

What fuel should maintain this fore:

For fires do either flame too high,

Or, where they cannot flame, they die.

First then (my half but better heart)

Know this must wholly be her part;                     10

(For thou and I, like clocks, are wound

Up to the height, and must move round):

She then, by still denying what

We fondly crave, shall such a rate

Set on each trifle, that a kiss                                15

Shall come to be the utmost bliss.

Where sparks and fire do meet with tinder,

Those sparks more fire will still engender:

To make this good, no debt shall be

From service or fidelity;                                       20

For she shall ever pay that score,

By only bidding us do more:

So (though she still a niggard be)